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I have nothing better to do than to get out. And one can throw back at
him what he said to the native: he too is free; he is not being held.

"What! So many years of efforts, of patience, of ingenuity, of en-
durance! So much capital invested! . . ."

The fact is that many enterprises, here, can prosper only with a
system rather dose to slavery.

Delaba, 18 February

I find here, probably left by mistake, a rather recent issue of La
Revue de Paris, in which I read the wonderful pages of Valery that are
to be appended to Noulet's book.8 Valery has never written anything
perhaps that delights me more. (I often have this impression with
him.)

Paris, 12 March
That contemptible comedy that we all play more or less and to
which I should like to lend myself less than so many others, so that
my writings find in this very refusal their chief value.
The anxiety we have for the figure we cut, for our personage, is
constancy cropping out. We are showing off and are often more con-
cerned with making a display than with living. Whoever feels ob-
served observes himself. Yet there are some tormented by the con-
stant anxiety of presenting a more authentic image of themselves, in
closer conformity with their inner reality. There are others who make a
great effort and would like to be taken at their face value, but their face
value does not represent what they really are. Hypocrites? . . . Not al-
together,
I had accompanied Elisabeth to the Gare de Lyon. Her train left
at eight o'clock. The morning was radiant; I could not make up my
mind to go back home. I went near by to pick up Robert Levesque,
whom I had not seen since my return from French West Africa; in-
vited him to go with me to the Jardin des Plantes, where I wanted to
see my chameleon again. Not managing to feed him, I had turned him
over to the Vivarium, where he is stuffed with cockroaches for lack of
flies, rather rare in this reason. 'Timothy/' the only one of his species,
cuts a very elegant figure beside two enormous chameleons from Mada-
gascar, the color of cinders. He immediately decked himself in grass-
green, spotted with black; this is his dress costume.
8 Val&r/s fascinating Fragments des mSmoires (Fun po&me ("Fragments
of the Memoirs of a Poem") eventually appeared as an appendix to Paul
VaUry by E. Noulet in 1938. This essay is a brief spiritual autobiography
explaining how he abandoned, and then returned to, poetry.